
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



f 



F. 



THE ALDINE. 



97 



HOST AND GUEST. 
From the German. 

Mine host, I'm in a dreary trim : 
My ear-drums buzz, my blood beats fast ; 

For ah ! a maiden, fair and slim, 
O'er me her spell has cast. 

Scornful she turns her back on me ; 

Yet when her rosy lip I see. 

It draws and tempts me still. 
Fill up I Fill up 
The foaTning cup / 

Good wine will cure your ill I 

Good host, this, too, has wrought me woe, 

I marched afield with all the line. 
Unfaltering stood at thrust and blow, 

And yet no glory's mine. 

I lurk in corners like a lout, 

And see my sweetheart flirt and flout 
With starred and ribboned lords. 
Fill up I Fill up! 
The sparkling cup 
Outshines their stars and swords. 

Sweet host, one more thing you must hear : 

To books I've given but little heed ; 
The girls I've courted, far and near ; 

Have tippled, gamed, and spreed. 
I'm longing for the doctor's hat. 
But I'm too stupid, far, for that ; 
I ne'er shall reach the prize. 
Fill up I Fill up 
The brimming cup I 
Good wine makes boobies wise. 

What, host ! what, host ! why, hallo ! come ! 

I find no money in my fob ; 
I can't have lelt my purse at home. 

The dickens ! here's a job ! 
You've given me counsel, sound and clear. 
Now, dearest host, pray help me here ; 
You see I've not a soU. 

Drink out! Drink out! 

And homeward scout. 
There's no more help for you I — C. Carroll. 



TO CHAMOUNI AND BACK. 

GRACE HARKAWAY. 

It is always a question much mooted at Geneva, 
and especially at the Hotel de la Paix — 

" Shall we go to Chamouni to-morrow or not ? " 

You are so delightfully happy where you are ! 
" Oh, lovely Leman ! thy contrasted lake," etc., 
and then, if you step on the little steamer, have you 
not Chillon and the Beau Rivage, at Lausanne, 
the Hotel Byron, at your journey's end? Have 
you not the drive to the Baron Rothschild's villa, 
the excursions to Ferney, where you can re'construct 
a Voltaire, railing at humanity ? Have you not La 
• Nouvelle Heloise in your hand, and cannot you 
see the spot where Rousseau "breathed himself to 
life in Julie > " I know no spot where so many his- 
torical, poetical, romantic and literary reminiscences 
cluster as at Geneva ! It is so healthy, so pretty, and 
the jewelry is so amusing ! 

The hotel is excellent; the drive to the con- 
junction of the Rhone and Arve establishes your 
belief in your old geography, which you had doubted ; 
and, altogether, Geneva is a most enjoyable and 
agreeable spot — hard to leave. 

I think Geneva would win, did not Mont Blanc 
look in at the dining-room windows ; there he stands, 
the sublime old enchanter, rosy as hope at sunset, 
cold as despair by moonlight — grand and inscrutable, 
pulling on and on, until many a poor adventurous 
soul has fallen a victim, and lies bleeching his bones 
on the eternal snows. 

We decided that we would go to Chamouni, after 
consulting all the barometers and all the best judges 
of weather ; and, better than all others, we consulted 
that human barometer, our gouty courier, Luigi. 

He decided amiably that we could go ; so, having 
made his own bargain with the coachman, we started, 
in a pouring rain, for the immediate society of Mont 
Blanc. 

Our carriage was delightfully comfortable within ; 
Monsieur, wrapped in a Scotch plaid and in thought, 
was in onccorner. I, in aqui scutum, was in another, 
while Barbe, the French maid, sat before us, rather 
red in the nose, exacerbated in temper, not alto- 
gether lovely — for there was a " sentiment " between 
herself and Luigi, and he had proved unkind. 

We did not mind much that Luigi was taking the 
rain outside, for there was that about him which 
made his misfortunes not unpleasant to his best 
friends. 

So much comfort and reverie was not destined to 
last. We felt a sudden shock, heard a shrill scream. 



and were overwhelmed by the sickening conviction 
that we had run over some sentient living thing. 

I had hoped it was a dog, who could be instantly 
shot ; but it proved to be a poor little mendicant 
Swiss, crying out in French that his leg was broken. 
Luigi addressed him neatly in several languages ; in- 
formed him, grammatically, that he was an imposter, 
and tried to make him get up and go away. "They 
throw themselves under the carriages of you Ameri- 
cans," said Luigi ; " they are spoiled, these beggars." 

But we refused to compound with the poor boy, by 
giving him a franc and driving on, as Luigi wished ; 
so an old shawl was pulled out of its strap, and our 
young friend was wrapped in it, and was then de- 
posited by Barbe's side. 

Both France and Italy looked very much disgusted 
at all this fuss over a Swiss beggar. However, there 
was deadly determination in my eye. Couriers and 
maids are mortal and the "worm will turn at last." 

Luigi did not give in without a struggle. " Madame 
knows, perhaps, the laws of the Department de la 
Haute Savoie ; madame might make herself amena- 
ble to the laws." 

Luigi knew I was terribly afraid of law. 

This aroused monsieur, who generally allowed the 
fight to go on without him, being pusillanimous of 
trouble ; but when he did rouse up, monsieur was 
great ! 

" Nonsense, Luigi," said the brave monsieur, "pick 
up the child, and do as madame tells you ; — there, 
shut the carriage door ; now drive on to Sallenches ! " 

The boy was not, I grant you, a pleasing compan- 
ion, he cried very persistently ; nor was the sense of 
"hearing the only one oflFended. After awhile, con- 
vinced that his leg was not broken, and only per- 
haps bruised, he began to talk with Barbe, who drew 
out from him that he was the son of a poor woman 
at Chamouni, who begged, and sent her children to 
beg ; that " it was not always so." His father had 
been a guide, and had been lost on "the mountain ;" 
since then, he said, they had been very poor. He 
had left his mother at Geneva the day we found him, 
but she and his little sisters were coming to Cha- 
mouni to-morrow, to keep his father's f6te. His 
mother's name was Charlotte Vidal, and his name, 
Pierre Vidal. 

It seemed a very reasonable thing, therefore, to 
carry little Pierre on to the family gathering at 
Chamouni. 

A few francs to the woman of the Auberge, at 
Sallenches, procured for Monsieur Pierre Vidal a 
clean shirt, a bath (very much needed), and a suit of 
plain clothes. On an examination of the wounded 
limb, it showed a severe injury, but no break. 

The good woman also told me that she had seen 
Pierre before, and that his mother was a tramper and 
beggar of no very good repute ; however, that did 
not make me pity him the less. 

The boy, with washed face, combed hair, and limb 
bound up and at ease, became a much more agreeable 
traveling companion. He was thirteen, very small 
of his age, and a decidedly pretty boy for a Swiss. He 
seemed passionately attached to his mother and little 
sisters ; and, although taking his first ride in a car- 
riage, was evidently anxious to reach them, and to 
begin again his life of mendicant wandering. 

I have seen Mont Blanc many times since, but 
never so splendidly as on that afternoon. The rain 
cleared away, and, at a sudden turn in the road, we 
found the gloomy curtain of a cloud lifted, and a 
great white majestic presence peering over at us, 
from an impossible height. At this point, Mont 
Blanc actually seems to lean over into the valley. 
But there are two things which must be seen to be 
realized — one is a cathedral, the other is a snow 
mountain. Mont Blanc, at that moment, seemed to 
have a human expression — or, I had better say, a 
superhuman expression. 

Nor was he the only majesty we saw that day ; a 
neat traveling carriage passed us ; then another ; 
then another. In the first sat an unpretending gen- 
tleman and lady. * 

"The King and Queen of the Belgians," said Luigi, 
who was a traveling Almanac de Gotha. He knew 
we Americans liked to see high people as well as 
high mountains. 

We were splendidly lodged at Chamouni, over a 
raging torrent, vis h vis to Mont Blanc. I had read 
of these torrents rising in the night, and I asked 
monsieur some pertinent questions ; but he re-assured 
me, and told me I was safe till the next Spring, when 
the snow, in melting, might cause the torrent to com- 
mit some indiscretions. 



The next day, and the next, were devoted to the 
Mer de Glace, the Brevant and the Flegere. In fact, 
we were so deep in the dissipations of Chamouni, 
that we partly forgot Pierre, except to feed him, and 
to cause Luigi to inquire for Charlotte Vidal. She; 
did not appear on the appointed day, to Pierre's in- 
finite distress ; but we consoled him, as best we could, 
being conscious always of a beautiful disdain on the 
speaking countenance of Luigi, who was amazed and 
offended at all this trouble over a cause, to him, so 
infinitely unimportant. 

I asked my intelligent friend, the old Swiss guide, 
who walked by my chaise d, porteur, as I ascended 
the Brevant, about Charlotte Vidal. He corrobo- 
rated Pierre's story ; said the father's fate had ex- 
cited much compassion, but that she was a poor 
thing, had sold her little ch&let, and had gone to 
Geneva. " She begs, madame, and that no inhabit- 
ant of Chamouni, of the profession of guides, need 
do," said Andre, proudly. 

I told him my story about' Pierre, and asked him to 
advise me ; for, although I kept up appearances 
with Luigi and Barbe, I must say, Pierre began to be 
a thorn " in my peace of mind." 

When! came home, however, very tired from this ex- 
cursion, I was met with but a sorry account of Pierre. 
Barbe said she had locked him in while she took a 
short promenade "so necessary to her health " with 
Mr. Luigi ; and that, while she was gone, he had 
clambered out of the window (on the torrent side), 
had descended, spite of his lame leg, had got a piece 
of wood, and, true to his instincts, had been cutting 
and carving, as an American boy would have whit- 
tled. But he had helped himself to his tools from 
my dressing-case, and had broken two or three pretty 
little pearl-handled knives, which Barbe found upon 
him when. she returned. 

Barbe had anticipated the scolding she so richly 
deserved herself, by advancing a certain sum on ac- 
count to poor Pierre, who was howling fearfully. 

Pierre, however, with true instinct, deemed that my 
anger would be more easily appeased by submission 
than by defiance, came limping toward me, holding 
up a wooden chamois, with all his four legs very close 
together, wanting yet some touches to make him a 
spirited beast, but still a very pretty bit of carving, 
and presented me with this piece of art, begged me 
to accept it as a proof of his gratitude ; he said " he 
had made it because he loved me." 

I accepted the chamois, and the compliment. I 
looked a moment at my broken knives, and uttered a 
few common-places about the impropriety of touch- 
ing aught that did not belong to one — remark which, 
beautiful and true as it may be, did not reach the 
head or heart of my young Swiss friend. 

Pierre was very unhappy about his mother and 
sisters. Luxury did not smother his natural aflfection 
for them, and it was affecting to see him limp out on 
the little bridge, and question the villagers about 
them, daily and hourly. 

It became a serious question, now, whether I 
should leave the boy at Chamouni, or take him back 
to Geneva. My friend, Andre, told me, if I would 
leave him he would not let him starve ; but Pierre 
begged so hard to be taken back, that I consented. 

Barbe, woman-like, had begun to love that " which 
gave her trouble," and monsieur did not mind him 
much, so back he went, to Luigi's infinite disgust. 

I must say, however, that when I got back to the 
Hotel de la Paix, and heard the musical boxes, 
and the band, and sat down at '/dinner with the well- 
dressed Americans, I began to find my conduct 
Quixotic. One can do a good action in the teeth of 
Mont Blanc, and not be ashamed of it, but the con- 
ventionalities of a fashionable hotel make ^hings 
assume a proper shape. 

Charlotte Vidal resisted all efforts at being found. 
She and her little girls seemed to have entered that 
famous cavern, in or out of " Hamelin Town in 
Brunswick, by famous Hanover City," into which the 
Pied Piper led the children three hundred years ago. 

It was quite impossible to take Pierre with us, it 
was equally impossible to desert him. , 

But the relief came, as relief always does, from an 
unexpected quarter. 

We were to go out to see Baron Rothschild's villa 
on the lake — drive home and dine with an English 
friend, who was renting for the Summer one of those 
pretty villas near the city. What a view that is — over 
lake and valley, with Mont Blanc to crown it all. 
We wondered as we looked at the baron's flowers 
and turf, and palace and view, and vases, and princely 
luxury — if life, passed under such conditions, were 
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not worth a little more than the same article gener- 
ally dealt out to the rest of us? — and returned, 
through a Paradise of roses, and ivy, and trees, and 
French chateaux, to our friend's house, keeping, all 
the time, the lovely lake and splendid mountain at 
our left hand, for a vision and a dream. 

Our friend and entertainer was an English gentle- 
man, infatuated by the Syren of the Alps. Every 
Summer he came to Switzerland, left his family at 
some agreeable spot, like Geneva, while he started 
off, to weary his limbs, peril his life, and put out his 
eyes by mountaineering. 

Three green graves at Grindenwald, three noble 
young countrymen of his had been lost that Sum- 
mer, but he was as infatuated as ever. 

"Mountains," I remarked, in a didactic manner: 
"Mountains look best from below." 

"How do you know, if you have never been up 
one .' " said my friend. 

True, how did I .' A sudden thought struck me. 

" Did you know Jean Vidal .' " I asked. 

" Of course I did. I have made many an ascent 
with him over the lesser passes," said my friend. 

Then, of course, followed the story of Pierre, and 
monsieur, who has 'immense inspirations of common- 
sense, remarked : 

" Don't you want a Swiss ' Buttons '}" 

So it happened that my sweet, amiaj)le English 
hostess allowed my poor little Swiss wanderer to 
come to her well-ordered English establishment, 
under the title of "Buttons," and there, well fed, 
well clothed, and shining like the morning star, I 
left him, and bade adieu to Pierre and to Switzerland. 

Many years after — no, I will say several years after, 
as I do not wish to be fastened to dates — we went 
again to Geneva. There was Mont Blanc in the 
very same' place. We were older, stouter, I hope 
wiser, but Mont Blanc was the same. 

True to his instincts, our English friend was at 
Geneva again, and was as happy as a man can be 
who has but few mountains left to climb, and 
those few pronounced inaccessible. And in his 
wake, when he came to call upon us, at our beloved 
Hotel de la Paix, was a neat little serving man, 
small, active and handsome — the veritable Pierre ! 
And his effusive Swiss blood refused to be cooled 
by his English breeding of the last few years ; he 
rushed at us, kissed our hands, and shed a few not 
unbecoming tears. 

Our friend told us that Pierre had proved so obe- 
dient, docile and intelligent, that they had carried 
him to England, where he had become a good ser- 
vant, had brought him back every Summer to Switz- 
erland, where he was invaluable as an attendant 
upon his mountaineering master; and that, in fact, 
he was now, and always would be, humanly speak- 
ing, in the enviable position of a trusted, confidential 
servant. His aspiring master said, with much enthu- 
siasm, that Pierre did not lose his breath above a 
certain altitude, that he feared no dizzy height, or 
hidden crevasse. In fact, Pierre had proved as per- 
fect a chamois in disposition as was the " counterfeit 
presentment " he had' once carved for me, as perfect 
as it is given wood to be. 

Pierre had still the good, honest smile I had re- 
marked in childhood. Some of the old, familiar 
tears were in his eyes, as he talked with monsieur 
of his mother. She and his little sisters were gone 
off into the impenetrable. Whether it had occurred 
to him that the wretched woman wished to forsake 
her boy, I do not know. I hope not. 

After glibly talking, weeping, smiling, gesticulat- 
ing for half an hour, and making me wish that the 
stern Anglo-Saxon blood had a drop of this fervid 
and graceful element in it, Pierre became strangely 
embarrassed, he hemmed and hawed, and looked be- 
hind him anxiously. 

To relieve him, I showed him the little chamois, 
cut so many years ago, and which I wore, attached to 
my watch-chain. It was scarcely larger than a cher- 
ry-stone, but, like many unimportant things, had 
survived the greater and more noticeable ones. 

Luigi had been replaced by a milder tyrant, Barbe 
had had as many successors as Charlemagne, but the 
chamois hung there still. 

Pierre was delighted. 

"Aha," said he, "will madame permit me to give 
her another present? I carve better now." 

And Pierre produced a large package, placed it on 
the table, and carefully unpacked it. 

It was a beautiful carving, suitable for a mantel 
ornament. 

It was the poor, wounded boy himself, lying on 



the ground, the face full of doleful expression, one 
arm raised as if beckoning for assistance. 

We both admired the expression and the truly 
poetical impulse which had inspired the work. 

"Ah, madame," said Pierre, " I thought you might 
like to see me as you saw me first — poor, friendless, 
wounded, unhappy. I thought you would like to 
take the Swiss boy home to that happy land where 
you live, and to think of that rainy day when, had 
your carriage driven on, I should have been left to a 
life so poor, so miserable, perhaps so guilty ! Now 
when you see this carving, you will remember that I 
am industrious, happy, contented, and do not forget, 
dear monsieur and madame, that Pierre is grateful ! " 



VIEWS OF THE HOLY LAND. 

We give elsewhere two interesting scenes in Pal- 
estine. The upper one is Mount Quarantana, a soli- 
tary peak in the wilderness east of Judaea, which is 
the traditional scene of the Temptation of Jesus. It 
is a bleak, bare, rocky height, about two thousand 
feet high, crowned with a ruinous chapel, and pierced 
with countless cells used during the middle ages by 
hermits. The square tower is but a ruin now, a relic 
of the Crusaders. 

The other view is a swamp of reeds among the up- 
per sources of the Jordan, and, looming above the 
horizon, to the north, is the " rounded head of splen- 
did, glittering Hermon," while, to the left, is seen 
" the far-oflf snow on the sharp indented Sunnin, chief 
of the Lebanon range." The reeds are carefully stud- 
ied from the papyrus, showing both the Syrian and 
Egyptian varieties, and giving an idea of what the 
Lord meant when he illustrated the running of the 
multitude out after what they regarded as the " new 
sensation " of John the Baptist, by suggesting that 
they went to see "a reed shaken by the wind" — a 
glancing, dancing, fantastical show, with no regard to 
the solidity or reliability of what they were flocking 
to stare at. 

Both of these engravings are from a series which 
has once or twice before furnished interest to the 
art-loving readers of The Aldine — being from the 
" Life of Jesus, the Christ," by Henry Ward Beecher. 
This noble work, upon which its author has been 
engaged in thoughtful and earnest labor for several 
years past, has been in preparation by the firm of 
Messrs. J. B. Ford & Co. (who may be said to be the 
" Beecher Publishing House "), in very thorough and 
artistic style. The two forms of its issue are an octavo, 
with a few salient illustrative plates, beside the ele- 
gant maps which Colton has engraved on copper 
(the topography being printed in tint from engraved 
stones), and an imperial octavo, imply and splen- 
didly illustrated by the designs of Rawson, drawn on 
wood by Harry Fenn's effective pencil, and cut by 
the Lintons. The first volume of this great work 
comes out this month, and no book has been pub- 
lished for years which has been looked for by the 
public with half the interest, or taken up with any- 
thing like the eagerness with which all readers will 
seize these well-considered utterances of the man 
whom America delights to listen to, and whom even so 
cold-blooded a critic as the British Quarterly Review 
calls "the greatest of living preachers." 

It requires neither courage nor originality to praise 
Mr. Beecher. Some two years ago, in speaking of 
his remarks at the funeral of one of the most brilliant 
and most honored journalists of the land (Henry J. 
Raymond), one of the daily papers said a thing which 
attracted universal attention and instant approba- 
tion. It noted, as rather a remarkable thing, that 
whenever the whole heart of the public was stirred 
by a deep and general emotion, and, particularly, if it 
were a generous feeling and one which required both 
power and skill in the utterance of it, the man of all 
others to whom everybody instinctively looked, as the 
natural spokesman of the community, was Henry 
Ward Beecher. This is most true ; and the reason is 
to be found not only in, Mr. Beecher's thrilling elo- 
quence and his rare power of saying the right thing, 
at the right time, in the right way, but also, and 
more especially, in the great heart of the man, in his 
love for his fellow-men, and the bold simplicity with 
which he dares say what others only think. 

It were worse than superfluous for us to attempt 
to suggest why the great topic which, perhaps more 
than any other, has for some years past been engag- 
ing the profoundest thought and feeling of all think- 
ing Christian men — the nature, life, mission, and in- 
fluence of Jesus of Nazareth — is one which Mr. 
Beecher, by original aptitude, by long professional 



training, by constant and familiar research and expo- 
sition, and by peculiar freedom from all superstitions 
and merely scholastic and theological trammels, is 
especially the man of all Americans to illustrate for 
the mass of intelligent Christians. It is rather late 
in the day to repeat what so many thousands feel ; 
but we very heartily offer our welcome to this book, 
both on account of its intrinsic interest, and the ma- 
terial elements of typographical and artistic work- 
manship which its publishers have gathered for its 
worthy production. 

The fact that the second volume is not promised at 
a definite time would seem, at first, to be against the 
sale of the first volume; but we believe that the book 
will be thoroughly good, as far as it goes, and worth 
reading and having, even if it were left incomplete ; 
while, on the other hand, we know that Mr. Beecher's 
deep and abiding interest in the great theme has taken 
such hold of him that he is pushing on, to round out 
the work so propitiously begun. 



SECOND-SIGHT ; OR, THE NEW SENSE. 

T. M. COAN. 

Let us attempt the role of heavy contributor, and 
submit the following brief argument upon this ques- 
tion : Is it probable that a new sense is developing 
in man ? 

1. It is difficult to conceive of the immense interval 
that separates the development of the lower savages 
from that of civilized man. Galton found, in South- 
ern Africa, a tribe that was unable to count higher 
than two. These savages, when bartering sheep at 
the rate of two plugs of tobacco per head, were utterly 
staggered by the question : How many sheep will 
four plugs of tobacco buy ? Sir John Lubbock, in 
his late work on the " Mental and Social Condition 
of Savages," gives facts which indicate that many of 
the lower tribes of men are mentally inferior, in cer- 
tain respects, to some of the higher animals. 

2. Nor is the progress in human development per- 
ceptible only in the immense intervals of time which, 
scientifically speaking, separate the contemporane- 
ous savage from the civilized man. The readers of 
The Aldine represent a probable interval, of at least 
a hundred thousand years, of tolerably continuous 
improvement upon our ancestors, who — we fear we 
must admit the fact — once found it, in all probability, 
like Galton's African of to-day, a severe strain upon 
their mental faculties to give the correct quotient of 
two times two. We have, evidently enough, im- 
proved upon their condition. But take a shorter 
interval of progress — that, for instance, which sepa- 
rates classic times from our own. Even during 2,000 
years we find that the human race has made a nota- 
ble advance, not merely in arts and in knowledge, 
but in its very faculties and senses. The moral 
nature of man is greatly enlarged. The intellect has 
grown. There is an evident development in the phys- 
ical senses. 

Thus the Greeks were deficient in the power of per- 
ceiving color. In all their literature, there is no evi- 
dence that they discriminated the colors blue and pur- 
ple. They did not feel, as we do, the tints of the sky. If 
they had known the chromatic spectrum, they would 
have been unable to name its hues, for they could 
not have seen them all. Their list of visible colors 
was shorter than ours ; nor can we moderns, indeed, 
boast of having attained the full power of vision as 
yet. The same spectrum which proves our aug- 
mented power of sight proves also its limitations ; 
for it contains rays which are invisible even to the 
improved and civilized eye, and which we call the 
" chernical " rays, because, though we know some 
of their properties, we can not see them as yet— just 
as certain acute sounds are inaudible by the human 
ear. Many, indeed, among us, who are not suspected 
of imperfect vision, are still blind to certain brilliant 
colors, as crimson or azure ; not fewer than one in 
twenty have some variety of this " Daltonism," or 
color-blindness. The writer has picked the berries 
of the wintergreen in company with a drawing- 
teacher, who could not distinguish their bright scar- 
let from the glossy green of the leaves which sur- 
rounded them ; though, in other respects, his sense 
of color was good. We are simply less color blind 
than were the earlier races ; and the day will come, 
it may be presumed, when our sight shall be as greatly 
developed, beyond its present capacities, as our math- 
ematical powers are developed beyond those of the 
savage. 

3. But the development of a new sense implies an 



